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to-night, ' all things are wrapt up in Christ.' The evening was very long, as we dined at four, but was varied by music and Scotch songs.
" The old Catholic priest who once lived here cursed the place, in consequence of which it is believed that there are — no little birds ! "
e^ August 13. This morning I walked with Mr. Dalzell to Castle Campbell — an old ruined tower, on a precipitous rock in a lovely situation surrounded by mountains, the lower parts of which are clothed with birch woods. Inside the castle is a ruined court, where John Knox administered his first Sacrament. On the way we passed the little burial-ground of the Taits, surrounded by a high wall, only open on one side, towards the river Devon."
"Falkland, August 14. After drawing in beautiful ruined Dunfermline, I drove to Kinross, and embarked in the ' Abbot ' for the castle of Loch Leven, which rises-on its dark island against a most delicate distance of low mountains. . . . There is a charming old-fashioned inn here, and a beautiful old castle, in one of the rooms of which the young Duke of Rothesay was starved to death by his uncle."
"St. Andrews, August 15. This is a glorious place,. a rocky promontory washed by the sea on both sides, crowned by Cardinal Beaton's castle, and backed by a perfect crowd of ecclesiastical ruins. The cathedral was the finest in Scotland, but destroyed in one day by a mob instigated by John Knox, who ought to have been flayed for it. Close by its ruins is a grand old tower, built by St. Regulus, who ' came .with two ships * from Patras, and died in one of the natural caves in the cliff under the castle. In the castle itself is Cardinal Beaton's dungeon,

